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FR IE ND S H I P. 
| 1 . 
= HE Ev'ning now, in ſable Mantle clad, 
Comes forth, effacing the Remains of Day 
By faſt Degrees, and Darkneſs deep and ſad 
O'er Nature ſpreads her univerſal Sway. 
5 
No joyous Birds now ſwell their tuneful Throats, 
5 | But in their Stead the Screech-owl grates the Ear 
In his lone Flight with bitter-boding Notes, 
And flitting Bats through the dun Shades appear. 
What Time like this ſo ſuited to my Woe? 
All Nature ſeems to ſympathize with me, 
And, while my Eyes with copious Currents flow, 
I be Sorrows trickle from each mournful Tree: | 
For fierce deſcending Rains the golden Cross 
Whoſe Ripeneſs aſks the Barn, in Ruins layz 
And Night with ſilent low-diftilling Drops, © 
| Bewails the waſteful Deluge of tho Day. | 
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i V. g 1 
The Lunar Orb denies all Glimpſe of Light,, 
And not a Star may pierce the dreary Gloom: 
Come then with all thine Horrors, grateful Night, 
And aid the Mus lamenting o'er the Tomb. 
VI. | 


My devel Intimates now ſleep in Death, 
Whom Friendſhip, Genius, agd celeſtial Fire, 
Inkindled by th' eternal Spirit's Breath, 
Could Life with half the Bliſs of Heav'n inſpire; es BY, 
1 VI. f FE * 
Here FLok1o + lies, th Ingeniaus, and "Og Young, 
His Soul with its momentous Worth impreſt : 
How ſoft the Accents that adorn'd his Tongue, 
The faithful Ecchdes of his gen'rous Breaſt ! 
„„ Wis 
In his gay Bloom Dx Arn ſtruck the ſudden Wound, 
His firſt-born TERROR þ led the Tyrant's Way: 
How did the Houſe with Sighs and Groans reſound ! 
And I, unhappy . beheld the rtf 0 
| IX. Le 
How high indulg'd was I when WATTs || has deign'd 
With me the free undended Hour to ſpend! 
In his Diſcourſe divineſt Wiſdom reign'd ; f 
Angels with Pleaſure might the Sage attend.! 


* The Author refers to the lite Harveſt being threatened by exceflive Rains, and 
the watry Moon that ſet in at the Beginning of September. 
+ Mr. William Beldam, junr. who died Dec. 29, 1741, in the 26th Year of his 
1 A violent Small Por. 
: I. Revd, Jace Matti, D. D. who * Mv. 25, NO? in the 75th Year of his 
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| X. 

Rich was his Gm] and on Genius A4 
Her faireſt, nobleſt Poliſh had beſtow d; 


Sacred and pure the Altar of his Heart, 
And there the Ardors of Devotion glow'd. 
Virtue adorn'd him with her brighteſt Rays; 
For him the Nine their choiceſt Laurels twin'd : 
In one unweary'd Labour paſs'd his Days, 
And all that Labour was to bleſs Mankind. 
= JT 
But in his Friendſhip while fond Mem'ry wakes 
Th Ideas of my Pleaſures and my Gains, 
My Heart with overwhelming Sorrow breaks, 
And blaſted Bliſs exaſperates my Pains. 
| XII. 
So haply if ſome wealthy Merchant fails, 
Some awful Wreck devouring his Succeſs, 
Corroding Grief with fierceſt Pangs aſſails, 
And former Plenty ſharpens his Diſtreſs. 
XIV. 
And can 1 mention Wars, and not recal * 
ABNEY, * at whoſe fair Seat the Prophet liv'd, 


* 


And from whoſe Hands, that ſhow'r'd their Boons on all, 


The largeſt, richeſt Bounties he receiy'd? 


* The late Lady Abnq of Stoke-Newington, who died Jan, 12, 1749. 
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(6) 
2M XV. 
O what a Soul was Hers l with Light Divine . 
Wiſdom before her led the ſacred Way 
| © Thro' Life's long Maze, nor from the radiant Line 
Her ſteady Steps were ever known to ſtray, * 


XVI. 
Large were her Riches, but her tow'ring Hope, 
Fir'd with ſublimer Views, had ſcorn'd to call 
The Wealth of Worlds her Bliſs; her utmoſt Scope 
T' enjoy her God, her Portion, and her All. 
XVII. 
His Promiſes were her ſupporting Stay, 
His Precepts her unerring Guide of Life: 
Honour and Pleaſure crown'd each ſmiling Day, 
Unſtain'd with Guilt, and undiſturb'd with Strife. 
XVIII. 
Laden in years, in hoary Holineſs, 
Her long expecting Spirit wing'd her Flight, 
No more our wretched World t' adorn and bleſs, 
To the glad Manſions of eternal Light. 


XIX. 
Stranger | her Death demands a Tear from Thee, 
For A8Ngy's peerleſs Virtues reach'd thine Ear: 
But what inceſſant Griefs are. due from Me, 
Who ſaw them beaming from the Life appear? 
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Of Anxzv's Race to Anne's Soul ally'd_ 

Was AsHuRsT “, heay'nly mild, of faireſt Fame; 
Her Graces in Afflition's Furnace try'd, _ | 
Acquir'd diviner Luſtre from the Flame, 

XXL. | 
NoTTcuTT, + thy Worth deſerves the higheſt Praiſe : _ 
Thou beſt of Paſtors, and thou ſteadieſt Friend l 
Celeſtial Calms and Pleaſures fill'd thy Days, 2 
Smil'd o'er the Vale of Death, and bleſs d thine End. 
XXII. 
STENNETT , thine Image dwells upon my Heart: 
: Devotion, Wiſdom, Eloquence were thine: ; 
Not Death, long threat'ning his tremendous Dart, 
—— thy Soul, ſecure of Life Divine. 


XXIII. | 
But theſe and other Names to Death conſign'd, 
Still Grosv'nos liv'd, a venerable Sage: 
The Great and Good alike compos'd his Mind, 
And threw their Luſtres down the Vale of Age. 
XXIV. 
His Genius was an inexhauſted Source, 
That, ſmoothly flowing in ſpontaneous Streams, 
O'er gay enamel'd Meadows winds its Courſe, 2 Fives of 
Array'd and ſparkling in the ſolar Bee. 
* Mrs. Sarah Ahurſt of Aldermanbury, Lenden, Neice to Lady Aunq, who diea 
April 2, 1755. Aged 50. 


+ The Rev. Mr. William Nettcutt of Ipſwich, who died Fuly 17, 17 7356. n 
Tie Rev. Jeſeph Stenneti, D. D. who died Feb. 7, 1758. Aged bg Years. 
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| | XXV. 
Pleaſure and Piety his Soul poſſeſt, 
And each ſhone brighter in the other's Ray: 
This Union, Language, Life, and Mien expreſt, - 
Mildly Divine, and _ gay. | 
: XXVI. 
The brighteſt Science, the acuteſt Senſe, 5 
The poliſ d Grace, the Wirs quick N A 
The Orator's reſiſtleſt Eloquence, 
And the full Jos, eternal Hopes infpire, 


XXVII. 
All theſe in Grosv'nor met, and join'd their Rays: 
What Miracle to ſee thoſe Rays combin'd ! 
Oft have I wonder'd at the blended Blaze, 
And long'd to ber a Portion of his Mind. 


4 XXVIn. 
Through a long Day ill, Mill he liv'd the Saint, 
Chearful to act, and ready to endure, 
And well he knew the Rainbow's Smiles to paint 
O'er Life's black Storms, of heav'nly Peace ſecure. 


In ev'ry Change invincibly the ſame.: | 4 
So Di'monds, pregnant with celeſtial Fire, 
However varied, {till preſerve their Fame. 


But 


( ( 9 ) 5 
XXX. 
But Grogv'noR's gone: no more my joyful Eye 
Shall ſee his Face maſeſtically ſweet, | 


Where, with the Prophet's awful Dignity, '_ 
Each ſoft attractive Grace had fix d its Seat. 


XXXI. 


No more ſhall I, from Labour and from Noiſe 
Retiring, ſooth with him the weary Mind- 
In ſacred Calms and Heart-enliv'ning Joys, 
From Polly $ Froth and Feculence refin d. 


XXXII. 
Like as the Lamps that ſhed a golden Ray 
But ſoon expire, my Friends, my beſt Delight, 
Depart, and ſink my almoſt heay'nly Day, 
Don to the Horrors of an endleſs Night. 
XXXIII. 
Flow, flow, my Eyes, with Tears redundant flow, 
Henceforth my Heart be thou the Seat of Grief; 
How can I hear ſuch oft repeated Woe? 
Or how expect th' impoſſible Relief? | 


XXXIV. 
]uſt at this Inſtant, ſtartling the thick Gloom, 
His Head with Sunbeams deckt, with Stars his Wings, 
' A Seraph came, bright-in immortal Bloom, 


And oer the Dark the Beams of Morning fins. 
C | Surpriz'd 
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f N XX) 4 

- Surpriz'd and trembling at the dazzling Sight 

A freezing Horror thrill'd thro? all my Frame, 

Nor could frail Nature have ſuſtain'd the Fright, 
Had not his Pow'r reviv'd the vital Flame. 

XXXVꝰI. 

For ſtrait he touch d me with bis lenient Hand, 

+ His Hand that trickled with ambroſial Dews, 


155 bad my Fears, Be gone: at his Command 
My flutt ring Heart its wonted Peace rene ws. 


XXXVII. 


How can'ſt FOE think it thy Creator' s Will 


Thus to wail o'er the Aſhes of the Dead ? 
% Heav'n fix d the Rounds of Time they ſhould fulfil, 
„ Heavn order'd when from Earth their Sptric fled. 


XXXVIII. 
Freed from the Chains of Fleſh, their painful Cell, 
And this dark Vale, the Range of Sin and Woe, 
% They with their God, inthron'd in Glory, dwell, 
« And drink the Joys that from his Preſence flow. 


XXXIX. 


„ This World was undeſign'd for their Abode: * 
is but the Ante- chamber, Life the Hour 

ih « To dreſs in Robes ting'd with the Saviour's Blood, 
« Price of * Love, and — of his Pow r. 


« Nor 
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Nor theſe their Robes alone, their's is th' Array 
« Of Graces, Virtues, radiant and divine. 
© That ſully'd with no Blemiſh, from Decay - | "EN 
« Secure, o'er all the Heirs of Glory ſhine. | 


| | XLI. N «++ 

« As Pilgrims hard-fatigu'd ſalute their Home, | bo 
© As Tempeſt-beaten Sailors ſpring to Shore 
So Saints from Earth to Heav'n exulting — — 7 221. e hl 
4 All their long Labours and their Dangers o'er. 17 . 


* Unwith'ring Pleaſure crowns th' Eternal Year, _ 1 orc I 
« And tunes the Song to evetlaſting Love: \ „ 


68 They banquet on the Trees of Life, nor fear 
Fh infernal Serpent ſhall infeſt the Grove. = 
| XIIIII. th, "OS 
« Then weep no more, or, if thou need'ſt muſt weep,, 3 
© With Tears of Woe let Tears of Triumph run, 
« For, while in Duſt their mould'ring Bodies ſleep,. - 
Their Souls are bright and active as the Sun. 


XLIV. 0 

* Ev'n their gad Earth, inſulted by the Worm, f 4 
“Shall one Day riſe immortal and refin'd, 1 „ 4 

© And, ſhining like their Lord's effulgent Form, =» a 1 
Shall join and ſhare the Raptures of the Mind. | 4 
« Think | q 


« Think of their. End, purſus the Path they trod, . 8 


_ *© Be zealous in thy Duty's full Diſcharge, 


"Sts Walk humbly with thy God, and truſt his Pow'r, . 


The Lark, low-roaſted on her humble Bed, + 


The Landſcape ſparklig in tefolgent Dew, * 2: 9 


M y Tolls, and. ſeek freſh Paſture for my Sheep. 
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« And imitate the Pattern they have ſhown, - . 
« Approve thy Self a Servant of thy God, b 
And the ſame Honours ſhall thy Exit crown, | 


lth 


mw Fix'd be thy Virtue in gach ſtormy D 
lake off terreſtrial Ties, thy Views enlarge, 


8 XLVII. 
« Bend ey ry I Appetite to Reaſon's Sway, 
* On Paſſion's Guſts ne'er let thy Soul be bud; 
* In Life and Death thy Maker's Will obey, 
* And launch upon his Truth from World to World. < 
XLVIII. 


So ſpoke the Seraph, and with Wings out-ſpread 
Back to his native $kies he ſoar'd away ; 


Up * and warbl'd to the dawning Day. 
XLIX. 


All Nature wak'd in Tranſport from her Sleep: 
Ihpatch q my Crook, jmpatient to renew 
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